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EDITORIAL. 


T ~\EATH  has  made  great  inroads,  the  past 
-* — ' couple  of  years,  in  the  college.  It  is 
our  sad  duty  to  add  another  name  to  those 
that  have  gone.  Sorrowfully  we  chronicle  the 
death  of  the  Hon.  Eckley  B.  Coxe. 

Scarcely  a day,  it  seems,  since  he  was  be- 
fore us  teaching,  guiding,  advising  us.  Tak- 
ing examples  from  the  lives  of  illustrious  men 
to  illustrate  his  points;  when  his  own  great 
and  worthy  life  was  the  most  perfect  example 
he  could  have  found.  His  loss  is  brought  to 
us  still  more,  by  the  fact  that  we  have  come  to 
regard  him  as  our  mentor.  He  was  a techni- 
cal man,  so  are  we;  he  was  successful,  what 
we  hope  to  be.  Who  could  be  better  fitted  to 
give  us  advice?  And  now,  it  is  as  though  we 
had  come  to  the  cross-roads,  and  found  the 
sign-board  missing. 

This  is  but  a narrow  portion  of  the  sphere 
of  his  usefulness.  Still  more  will  the  Univer- 
sity miss  his  experience  and  sage  counsel.  The 
business  world  loses  a man,  who  was  always 
careful  to  develop  its  noblest  side.  How 
true,  indeed,  is  the  saying  that  ‘‘Death  loves  a 
shining  mark.” 

EHIGH,  owing  to  the  scattered  condi- 
tion of  her  men,  has  never  been  able  to 
support  a general  meeting  place  for  the  stu- 


dents. One,  that  would  be  wholly  devoted  to 
their  interests.  What  Lehigh  man  has  not 
felt  a thrill  of  envy,  as  he  entered  the  grill 
room  of  the  Princeton  Inn,  and  saw  the  light 
fall  on  that  grand  old  tiger,  that  hangs  on  the 
farther  wall.  The  walls  are  decorated  with 
menus  and  autographs,  and  high  above  all  is 
the  loving  cup,  which  is  only  brought  forth  on 
state  occasions. 

Who  does  not  remember  the  Choughs  in 
Tom  Brown  at  Oxford,  where  the  crew  were 
wont  to  get  their  mug  of  ale  after  a hard  pull 
on  the  river?  The  pretty  barmaid  is  there  too, 
to  joke  with  them  as  she  serves  the  ale.  It 
may  represent  the  degeneracy  of  man,  but 
these  are  the  recollections  a man  carries  into 
after  life.  The  long  hard  nights  of  toil  are  for- 
gotten, and  he  remembers  only  the  jolly  songs 
shouted  over  his  mug  of  nut-brown  ale. 

What  Heidelberg  man  will  ever  forget  the 
nights  spent  in  the  wassail  room  of  the  old 
Schloss  on  the  hill?  Long  years  before  the 
same  room  echoed  and  reechoed  the  songs  of 
men.  who  made  the  Vaterland.  When  the 
toast  comes:  “ Zu  dem  Vaterland"  with 

what  vim  it  is  given  in  this  monument  of  the 
past;  where  kings  have  banqueted  and  princes 
played. 

The  prude  may  ask,  “Is  all  this  right?”  A 
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fig  for  him.  Is  college-feeling  right?  Is  the 
fervor  of  youth  right?  They  are  all  interbound 
and  interlocked,  so  that  is  impossible  to  disin- 
tegrate them. 

VISITING  team  has  little  time  to 
form  its  impressions,  and  not  unfre- 
quently  goes  away  with  entirely  incorrect 
opinions  of  the  place  visited.  This  is  undoubt- 
edly due  to  the  superficial  way  they  are 
formed.  Nevertheless,  these  impressions  are 
very  hard  to  eradicate,  and  it  behooves  us,  to 
see  that  no  such  ideas  are  carried  away  by  the 
different  teams  playing  here. 

There  is  nothing  that  will  damn  a college 
quicker  than  guying  from  the  bleachers.  This 
has  been  on  the  increase  here  this  season,  and 
has  reached  a point  that  demands  notice.  We 
appreciate  the  fact,  that  it  is  hard  for  a man  to 
contain  himself  at  a critical  period,  but  let  him 
relieve  his  superfluous  energy  in  cheering. 
The  captain  of  one  of  the  visiting  teams 
remarked,  that  he  would  rather  face  any  col- 
lege yell  in  the  country,  than  the  sharp  rattling 
volley  of  cheers  Lehigh  usually  sends  up. 
This  proves  the  effectiveness  of  our  yell,  and  it 
is  hard  to  understand  why  a man  should  de- 
scend to  guying,  when  by  joining  in  the  cheer- 
ing, he  adds  volume  to  what  is  confessedly 
more  bewildering  to  the  opposing  team. 

We  realize,  that  it  is  a great  temptation  to 
“jolly”  the  coacher  a little,  and  especially  so 
when  the  bleachers  are  as  close  to  his  box  as 
ours  are.  We  must  remember,  however,  that 
the  team  is  prepared  for  yelling,  but  not  for 
insolence,  and  if  they  receive  such  treatment, 
are  apt  to  go  away  with  anything  but  a just 
opinion  of  Lehigh. 

i i 1 ^ XERCISE  for  health. not  for  strength," 
-* — ^ says  some  old  Grecian  philosopher. 
It  is  interesting  to  observe  how  closely  this 
idea  is  followed  in  modern  college  athletics. 
Exercising  for  health  means,  that  the  body  is 
given  just  sufficient  work  to  keep  it  in  trim,  all 
strains  are  avoided,  all  overtaxing  of  the 
muscles  done  away  with,  and  perfect  health  is 


the  result.  To  further  this  scheme  our  college 
gymnasiums  were  built,  and  the  present  elabo- 
rate system  of  training  introduced. 

Athletics  have  entirely  lost  their  original 
purpose.  The  benefit  arising  has  been  lost 
sight  of,  in  the  desire  to  win.  Men  undergo 
the  severest  strains  possible,  in  order  that  vic- 
tory may  rest  with  them.  It  is  said,  that  the 
long  course  of  training  that  they  undergo, 
prepares  for  these  trials,  and  no  evil  results. 
This  may  be  true  in  the  case  of  a mature  man, 
but  in  the  youth  scarcely  of  age,  it  is  absurd. 
Racing  men  know,  that  if  they  wish  a horse  to 
last,  he  must  reach  a certain  age  before  his  rac- 
ing life  begins.  Modern  turf  history  tells  of 
many  fine  horses  ruined  from  being  put  on  the 
track  too  early  in  their  existence.  Lung  trouble 
and  heart  disease  are  not  unfrequently  the  result 
of  our  present  system  of  exercising.  In  addition, 
the  desire  to  win  becomes  at  times  uncontroll- 
able, and  injury  to  limb  results.  We  think  we 
are  correct,  when  we  make  the  statement,  that 
hardly  a famous  foot- ball  player  exists  today, 
who  has  not  received  some  permanent  injury. 
It  is  the  same,  but  to  a less  degree,  in  the  other 
games.  At  present  we  exercise  for  fame,  and 
not  unfrequently,  perhaps,  to  advertise  our 
college. 

student,  as  a rule,  goes  to  extremes 
in  his  actions  and  opinions.  In  Paris  the 
most  enthusiastic  Socialists  and  Anarchists  are 
of  the  student-body.  In  America  it  is  the 
same ; witness  the  present  state  of  foot-ball. 
The  reason  is,  that  he  either  lacks  the 
judgment  of  a more  mature  man,  or  is  less 
diplomatic.  An  older  man  with  ties  to  bind 
him  carefully  considers  each  step;  the  youth  is 
carried  awray  by  the  impulse  of  the  moment. 
Such  being  the  case,  any  change  in  opinions 
or  conditions  would  first  be  indicated  by  the 
college  man. 

For  some  time  past  there  has  been  a no- 
ticeable laxity  in  religious  observances 
here.  The  startling  statement  was  made  the 
other  day,  that  less  than  half  the  men  were 
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Church  members.  At  Communion  it  is  rare  to 
find  ten  men  present.  The  custom  in  the  past 
has  been  to  ascribe  this  lack  of  interest  to  com- 
pulsory chapel.  Undoubtedly  it  is  responsible 
for  a certain  amount  of  it.  A man  can  not  be 
fed  religion,  like  a baby  gruel.  We  believe, 
however,  that  this  irreligion  is  not  common  to 
Lehigh  alone,  but  will  be  found  among  the 
other  colleges.  It  is  an  index  of  the  skeptical 
state  of  the  present  century. 

The  following  experiment  was  tried  in  a 
college,  where  religious  instruction  is  given 
an  hour  a week.  Twenty-two  extracts  from 
Tennyson  were  written  on  the  board.  Each 
extract  had  an  allusion  to  some  scriptural 
scenes  or  truth.  Each  man  was  asked  to  ex- 
plain the  allusions.  The  record  shows  that  out 
of  a possible  seven  hundred  and  forty-eight 
correct  answers,  only  three  hundred  and 
twenty-eight  were  given.  These  allusions 
were  not  picked  from  obscure  portions  of  the 
Bible,  but  were  portions  that  should  be  familiar 
to  all.  The  men  themselves  were  of  the  ordi- 
nary run  of  college  men;  most  of  them  school 
graduates.  The  result  seems  almost  beyond 
belief,  but  figures  can  not  lie.  The  Bible  is 
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the  corner-stone  of  the  Christian  system,  and 
ignorance  of  it  betrays  a lack  of  knowledge  of 
the  latter. 

This  lack  of  interest  is  not  confined  to  the 
colleges,  but  is  general.  The  causes  are  easily 
found.  The  multiplicity  of  sects  is  one;  a man 
may  believe  in  God,  and  yet  be  unable  to  de- 
cide the  exact  form  of  worship  he  will  adopt, 
consequently  he  allies  himself  with  none.  It  is 
hard  to  make  a man  believe,  that  calling  his 
neighbor  “thou”  will  bring  him  any  nearer 
Heaven.  The  continual  bickering  and  quib- 
bling that  exists,  is  also  responsible  for  much 
of  it. 

Another  cause  is  the  varied  interest  of  mod- 
ern life.  Competition  is  sharper,  the  markets 
more  extended,  and  business  demands  more 
time  than  in  the  past.  Less  time  can  be  given 
to  religious  affairs.  Religion  has  been  crowded 
out. 

We  have  more  churches,  more  Bibles,  and 
less  religion.  Paradoxical,  is  it  not,  but 
nevertheless  true.  Where  will  it  all  end? 
Will  the  twentieth  century  man  be  an  unbe- 
liever ? 


A STAR. 

A T an  early  hour  of  morning 

When  the  air  was  warm  and  sweet. 
The  awful  silence  only  broken 
By  my  homeward  treading  feet, 
Seemed  to  cast  a spell  about  me 
As  I walked  along  the  street. 

Suddenly  upon  my  dreaming 
A star  its  brightness  shed. 

Glowing  softly  in  the  heavens 
Yellow  once,  now  blue,  now  red, 
ft  shone,  and  in  its  shining 
Filled  me  with  a mystic  dread. 

Heaven  grant  that  no  misfortune 
Come  to  me  or  mine  this  night  ! 
Thus  I cried  in  fearful  accents, 

And  my  superstitious  fright 
Only  vanished  when  my  demon 
Proved  a street  electric  light. 
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DR.  DROWN.— AN  APPRECIATION. 


T T is  a privilege  to  appreciate  a man.  Of 
such  as  win  appreciation  we  say  they  are 
magnetic.  Possessed  of  a subtle  influence 
themselves,  they  induce  a like  condition  of 
geniality  or  activity  in  others.  They  act,  as 
it  were,  according  to  a social  Faradayic  law. 
One  never  thinks  of  them  coldly,  nor  does 
one  analyze  their  characteristics  with  that 
calmness,  that  is  the  chemist’s  as  he  separates 
his  inorganic  compounds.  Nor  does  one  set 
their  merits  in  order,  until  the  sum  total 
strikes  the  dullest  imagination.  Oh  no  ; there 
is  something  above  mere  ability,  and  it  is 
personality.  And  in  reflecting  over  the  felici- 
tous selection  Lehigh  University  has  made  in 
choosing  Dr.  Thomas  M.  Drown  as  its 
president,  I felt  that,  perhaps,  a tribute  from  an 
outsider  would  not  be  amiss.  Not  so  much  a 
tribute,  in  fact,  as  an  appreciation ; for  Dr. 
Drown  represents  that  type  of  personality,  that 
in  Boston,  as  elsewhere,  stands  for  what  is 
best  in  any  community,  and  the  Boston  norm 
is  no  mean  norm. 

To  recall  Dr.  Drown  as  a metallurgist  is  not 
difficult;  to  think  of  him  as  a chemist  is  a 


simple  matter  ; and  yet  the  little  incidents  of  life 
are  the  more  indicative  of  character.  Such 
an  incident  as  the  careful  scientist  drilling  a 
church  choir  for  an  Easter  service,  aiding- each 
singer  in  turn,  making  suggestions  to  the 
organist,  and  ever  concerned  that  what  gifts  of 
taste  and  cultivation  were  his  should  not  be 
uncommunicated  to  others.  And  then  the 
fact  of  a life  that  away  from  the  laboratory 
knew  a milieu  of  the  most  quickening  char- 
acter to  heart  and  mind.  Many  sacrifice  the 
gentler  qualities  of  life  to  special  attainments, 
and  in  such,  erudition  covers  a multitude  of 
shortcomings  and  covers  them  badly.  There 
is  a mellowness  about  your  ripe  scientist,  the 
mellowness  of  a man  enriched  with  mind 
within  and  with  the  light  of  knowledge  and 
life  without.  I do  not  write  this  to  set  out  Dr. 
Drown’s  attainments,  for  that  is  unnecessary; 
but  to  suggest  that,  which  often  escapes  the  bio- 
graphical paragrapher,  for  there  is  a gracious- 
ness that  the  pen  paints  ill  and  there  is  a man- 
ner that  is  not  easily  reduced  to  words.  This 
appreciation  may  seem  enthusiastic,  it  is  but 
due  meed.  Harvey  M.  Watts. 


AUF  WIEDERSEHEN. 


JACK  Hinton  was  seated  in  his  room, 
racket  in  hand,  trying  to  decide  whether 
he  had  played  enough  tennis  to  justify  a cold 
bath,  when  the  door  was  thrown  open  sud- 
denly, and  Bob  Smith  entered,  resplendant  in 
a dress  suit. 

“You’re  a nice  one;  why  the  deuce  aren’t 
you  dressed?  Half  past  six  and  still  in  flannels. 
You’ll  never  make  that  dinner.” 

Jack  looked  him  over  carefully,  and  then 
laughingly  said,  “Sorry,  old  man,  but  that 
dinner  comes  off  tomorrow  night,  Mrs.  Worth- 
ington told  me  herself.” 

Bob  looked  crestfallen  a minute,  then  pulled 
a note  out  of  his  pocket,  and  looked  over  its 
contents.  “Here,  Mrs.  Worthington  says  that 


she  has  changed  the  date  on  account  of  the 
dance.  ‘ You  will  all  be  too  tired  to  enjoy  it, 
the  night  following.’  So  you  see,  you  old 
chump,  you  have  got  to  hustle  to  make  it. 
Good-bye,  I'll  tell  her  you’re  detained.” 

All  indolence  vanished  in  a minute,  and 
Jack  was  hurrying,  as  though  his  life  de- 
pended on  it.  He  was  about  ready  to  put  on 
his  coat,  when  a ring  of  the  gong  announced  an 
approaching  trolley  car.  Grabbing  his  coat  he 
rushed  for  the  door,  picking  up  his  overcoat 
on  the  way.  The  college  bell  was  just  ring- 
ing half  past  seven,  as  he  walked  up  the  steps 
of  Mrs.  Worthington’s  house,  and  rang  the 
bell. 

A trim  little  maid  admitted  him,  and  then 
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disappeared.  A sound  of  laughing  from  the 
direction  of  the  dining-room  told  him,  that 
they  were  at  dinner.  He  took  off  his  overcoat, 
and  stepped  to  the  glass  to  arrange  his  tie, 
when  to  his  horror  he  discovered  that  his 
waistcoat  was  missing.  In  his  hurry  he  had 
forgotten  it.  It  was  perfectly  evident,  that  he 
could  not  go  to  the  dinner  and  the  dance  in 
that  condition.  But  how  to  avoid  it?  Mrs. 
Worthington  would  excuse  him,  but  it  seemed 
impossible  to  get  word  to  her;  he  could  not 
appear  in  his  present  condition  before  the 
roomful.  Suddenly  an  inspiration  came  to 
him,  and  opening  the  door  he  again  rang  the 
bell  ; coming  in  he  put  on  his  overcoat.  The 
maid  appeared  presently,  and  taking  up  his 
hat,  Jack  said,  “ Please  tell  Mrs.  Worthington, 
that  I have  forgotten  a very  important  mes- 
sage I was  to  send,  and  will  see  them  at 
the  dance.” 

Jack  walked  slowly  towards  the  club  house 
in  a very  wretched  state  of  mind.  He  had 
been  paying  very  decided  attention  to  a Miss 
Pembroke,  who'  was  staying  with  Mrs.  Worth- 
ington, and  had  intended  to  engage  some 
dances  at  the  dinner  for  the  dance  later  in  the 
evening.  Unfortunately,  Jack  was  not  the  only 
one;  I foilworthy,  a graduate,  had  also  shown 
a great  fondness  for  Miss  Pembroke.  The 
young  woman  herself  was  apparently  unde- 
cided; it  was  as  Bob  Smith  said,  “A  fair  field 
and  no  favor.”  Jack  knew  that  Hollworthy 
would  be  at  the  dinner,  and  do  his  best  to 
monopolize  her  dances.  All  in  all,  Jack  was 
in  far  from  an  enviable  state  of  mind,  as  he 
picked  up  his  waistcoat  from  the  stairs,  where 
he  had  dropped  it  in  his  wild  rush  fort  he  car. 

He  corrected  his  mistake  and  went  over  to 
the  hotel,  determined  to  be  in  time.  The 
time  passed  very  slowly,  carriages  drove  up 
and  deposited  their  fair  loads  and  departed. 
Down  the  street  he  could  see  the  carriage 
lights,  Hashing  and  disappearing  like  gigantic 
fire  Hies.  It  had  started  to  rain,  and  a mist 
overhung  the  street,  making  everything  as 
dreary  as  he  felt  himself.  The  minutes  passed, 
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and  still  no  Miss  Pembroke,  finally,  however, 
he  recognized  Mrs.  Worthington’s  carriage, 
and  hurried  to  the  entrance,  got  Miss  Pem- 
broke’s card,  and  found  all  the  dances  taken  but 
the  last.  Jt  was  soon  in  a similar  condition. 
Jack  presented  rather  a woe-be-gone  appear- 
ance, as  he  stood  at  the  entrance  to  the  ball- 
room, and  watched  the  exultant  Hollworthy 
carry  off  Miss  Pembroke. 

Jack  then  started  in,  and  did  his  duty  like 
a man;  girls,  who  had  adorned  the  wall  for 
such  an  indefinite  period,  that  they  had  all  but 
forgotten  how  to  dance,  were  asked  by  him. 
Then  he.  paid  off  all  his  duty  dances,  and 
started  in  to  talk  to  the  chaperones.  Jack- 
said  afterwards  that  he  wanted  to  make  that 
last  dance  as  perfect  as  possible.  He  told 
Mrs.  Worthington,  that  a man  appreciated 
Heaven  a great  deal  more  after  a glimpse  of 
hell.  That  worthy  lady  did  not  know  whether 
to  be  shocked  or  to  forgive.  She  did  the 
latter;  most  people  did  with  Jack. 

During  the  course  of  the  evening,  Jack  and 
his  partner  came  out  on  the  steps  to  sit  out 
an  intermission.  Below  them  were  Holl- 
worthy and  Miss  Pembroke,  seemingly  much 
interested  in  each  other.  Hollworthy  was 
leaning  over  her  with  such  an  air  of  possession 
that  Jack’s  blood  boiled. 

“A  beautiful  dance,  isn’t  it,  Mr.  Hinton?” 
remarked  his  partner. 

“ Fine,”  said  Jack,  then  under  his  breath, 
“Confound  the  fellow,  what  a cad  he  is.” 

“ I beg  your  pardon,  but  I did  not  under- 
stand your  remark,”  from  his  partner. 

“ I only  said  that  the  music  was  perfect, 
how  do  you  like  it?”  explained  Jack. 

“ Don’t  you  think  Miss  Pembroke  is  a re^ 
markably  pretty  girl  ? ” 

“ No,  I thought  the  floor  abominable,”  then 
seeing  the  look  of  amazement  on  the  girl’s 
face,  “ I beg  your  pardon,  I thought  you 
asked  me  how  I liked  the  floor.  There,  the 
music  is  starting,  let’s  go  in.” 

The  young  lady  said  afterwards,  that  she 
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thought  Mr.  Hinton  very  handsome,  but  just 
a trifle  disinterested. 

All  things  must  end,  and  at  last  Jack’s 
dance  came,  and  he  went  to  claim  Miss  Pem- 
broke. He  found  her,  and  asked  her  to  sit 
the  dance  out  with  him.  They  found  a secluded 
spot  and  sat  down.  The  place  was  just  off  the 
stairs,  and  they  were  in  plain  s;ght.  Above 
their  heads  hung  a picture,  which  Jack  noticed, 
without  paying  much  attention  to  the  subject. 

“ I am  so  sorry  Mr.  Hinton,  that  you  did 
not  get  another  dance,  for  I leave  tomorrow 
and  have  such  a lot  to  tell  you.” 

The  strains  of  “ Auf  Wiedersehen  ” floated 
down  from  the  ball-room  above,  and  this,  and 
the  girl  beside  him  made  him  wild,  and  he 
broke  forth  suddenly. 

“ Miss  Pembroke,  Dolly,  I love  you;  I’ve 
loved  you  from  the  first  minute.  They  say 
it’s  all  foolishness  for  a man  in  college  to 
think  of  such  things.  Perhaps  it  is,  my  only 


excuse  is  I love  you — I love  you — I could 
keep  on  repeating  it  forever,  and  give  you  no 
better  idea  of  how  much.  Don’t  tell  me  that, 
you  do  not  care  for  me.  Say  to-morrow  is 
only  “ Auf  Wiedersehen''  and  not  farewell  for- 
ever. “ Tell  me,  do  you  care  for  me  ? ” Miss 
Pembroke  placed  her  hand  on  his  hot  one, 
and  a gentle  pressure  told  him  all.  Then  Jack 
came  to  his  senses,  and  realized  that  the 
dance  was  over ; that  the  people  were  stop  - 
ping,  looking  over  their  heads,  and  then  at  them, 
and  passing  on  laughing.  He  realized  also 
that  his  manner  had  been  a trifle  too  earnest, 
but  that  could  not  account  for  the  smiles. 
While  Miss  Pembroke  was  being  cloaked,  he 
looked  for  the  cause.  At  first  could  find  no 
reason,  then  at  last,  noticed  that  the  picture 
above  the  divan,  was  one  of  three  scenes 
entitled,  “ The  Last  Dance,”  “ The  Proposal,” 
and  “ The  Acceptance.”  A light  dawned  on 
him. 


A RUDE  AWAKENING. 


ID  LAIN,  practical,  old  Bob,  who  had  never 
seemed  to  love  any  girl  before,  was  now, 
no  doubt,  loving  Bessie  Claymore  with  all  the 
love  of  his  big  old  heart.  Yes,  he  had  actually 
gone  so  far  as  to  write  poetry,  in  which  it  was 
evident,  that  Bess,  was  the  cause  of  his  inspir- 
ation, and  we  watched  with  interest  his  frequent 
waltzes  and  moonlight  strolls  along  the  beach 
with  her. 

Bob  was  a w'ell-put-up  boy,  had  a fine  face, 
but  not  a handsome  one  by  any  means.  He 
had  a decided  share  of  Irish  blood  in  his  veins, 
which  gave  an  earnestness  to  his  manner,  and 
as  Bess,  once  said  of  him,  ‘‘made  a look  from 
those  great  big,  ugly,  beautiful  eyes  far  more 
effective  than  words.” 

Bessie  Claymore  was  not  only  the  prettiest, 
but  also  the  most  attractive  girl  at  the  resort. 
She  met  Bob  and  liked  him.  He  seemed 
deeper  than  the  other  men  whom  she  had 
met;  he  was  capable  of  talking  good  sense  and 
good  nonsense  as  well,  and  unlike  most  men 


he  did  not  shower  compliments  upon  her, 
though  he  evidently  preferred  her  to  the  other 
girls. 

She  was  told  that  Bob  was  never  known  to 
pay  a compliment,  and  a girl  like  Bess,  then 
wanted  one  from  him  and  determined  to  get  it. 

To  me  Bob’s  road  seemed  clear  indeed,  but 
to  him  no  doubt  it  seemed  full  of  obstacles. 
The  weeks  flew  by,  and  he  became  even  more 
attentive.  He  usually  talked  freely  to  me,  but 
he  seemed  to  avoid  this  subject  very  carefully. 
My  curiosity  prompted  me  to  find  out  the  true 
state  of  affairs;  so  one  evening  after  we  had 
been  talking  for  some  time,  I asked,  ‘‘Bob, 
how  do  you  like  Bess.?”  and  I added,  rather 
carelessly,  “ I,  for  my  part,  don't  think  she  could 
be  called  a great  beauty.”  ‘'Bill,"  said  Bob, 
leaning  forward  in  that  wdiole-souled  Irish  way 
of  his,  “perhaps  she  is  not  a great  beauty,  but 
she  is  a mighty  fine  girl,”  then  he  strolled 
to  the  other  end  of  the  porch,  and  threw  him- 
self into  the  hammock  “ to  think.” 
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Bess,  had  won  her  compliment,  and  she  de- 
served to  know  it,  so  I gave  it  to  her, 
omitting  nothing.  “Bless  his  old  heart!” 
said  Bess.  I told  her,  that  I was  going  to  tell 
Bob  what  she  had  said,  and  she  answered,  “ I 
don't  care  if  you  do,  I will  tell  him  myself.” 

This  looked  bright  enough  for  Bob,  but  the 
next  day  he  looked  as  though  he  had  lost  his 
last  friend.  I was  reading  on  one  end  of  the 
cottage  porch,  and  Bob  was  at  the  other  end, 
lying  in  the  hammock,  to  take  a nap  he 
said.  He  had  thrown  a paper  over  his  face, 
and  had  lain  there  as  quietly  as  possible  for 
nearly  two  hours,  though  any  one,  who  knew 
Bob  well,  would  have  known  that  he  was  not 
asleep,  for  he  can  hardly  nod  without  snoring. 
He  had  not  been  near  Bess,  that  day,  he  had 
proposed  the  night  before  and  had  been  refused, 
temporarily  at  any  rate.  Bob  at  last  dropped 
off  to  sleep,  and  he  notified  me  of  that  fact  by 
a prolonged  snort,  which  was  followed  by  a 
succession  of  regular  snorts,  and  puffs. 

I got  up  and  went  to  find  Bess.  She  was 
reading,  and  when  she  saw  me,  she  laid  aside 
her  book,  as  if  to  invite  me  to  a chat.  “Thank 
you,  Bess.”  said  I,  “I  was  just  coming  to  have 
a little  talk  with  you.  I want  to  ask  you  what 
pleasure  you  find  in  making  Bob  miserable.” 
“ I make  Bob  miserable  ?”  said  she  in  well- 
feigned  surprise.  “Why,  the  idea,  Will.,  I 
haven’t  done  any  thing  to  make  him  blue.” 
“Yes  you  have,”  said  I,  “now  tell  the  truth, 
Bess.,  didn’t  he  propose,  and  didn’t  you  refuse 
him  ?”  “ Well,  suppose  I did  refuse  him,  I have 
a right  to  do  as  I please  about  it,  haven’t  I ?” 
“Now  come,  Bess.,”  said  I,  seeing  that  I had 
her  cornered,  “ don’t  get  mad,  I am  not  going 
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to  ask  you  and  Bob  to  kiss  and  make  up, 
but  he  has  been  moping  out  there  in  the  ham- 
mock for  the  last  two  hours.  He  has  at  last 
gone  to  sleep,  and  is  snoring  for  all  he  is  worth, 
with  his  mouth  wide  open.  I hate  to  see  the 
boy  so  blue,  when  it  is  so  easy  for  you  to  make 
him  happy,  and  you  know  perfectly  well  that 
you  like  Bob.” 

“ I want  you,”  said  I,  handing  her  a box  of 
candy,  “ to  drop  one  of  these  pieces 
in  his  mouth  while  he  is  asleep,  he  won’t  care 
if  you  choke  him.” 

Bess,  promptly  declared  that  she  would  do 
no  such  thing.  The  idea  of  her  shoving  candy 
down  Bob’s  throat  was  ridiculous.  Even  if 
she  had  had  a fuss  with  him,  she  would  not 
take  that  way  of  letting  him  know,  that  she 
was  willing  to  let  bygones  be  bygones.  She 
had  had  no  fuss,  and  if  Bob  chose  to  get  blue 
and  miserable,  it  was  not  her  fault,  and  that 
was  just  all  about  it.  At  this  point,  Bess, 
stopped,  half  mad  and  half  amused.  I main- 
tained my  stand,  and  after  a good  deal  of 
persuasion,  she  consented,  yielding  with  very 
good  grace. 

“ Well,”  said  she,  “ I don’t  see  what  good  it 
will  do  for  me  to  choke  Bob,  it  is  a queer  way 
of  showing  him  that  I like  him.”  She  glanced 
at  Bob’s  open  mouth,  then  tipped  to  the  ham- 
mock, and  resolutely  dropped  the  candy  in. 
He  awoke  with  a start,  half  choked,  and  when 
she  ordered  him  to,  he  swallowed  the  piece 
with  a gulp.  Bob  was  surprised  and  thoroughly 
rattled.  “There,  now,”  said  Bess.,  “what  do 
you  mean  by  getting  blue  about  nothing?” 
and  then  she  added,  “ wake  up  Bob,  and  help 
me  to  eat  some  of  this  candy.” 


— A convention  of  representatives  from 
American  colleges  and  universities  met  in 
Chicago,  on  May  3,  for  the  purpose  of  organ- 
izing a National  League  of  Civil  Service  Re- 

o o 

form  Clubs. 


— The  King  of  Siam  has  presented  to  the 
Cornell  library  a Siamese  edition  of  the  sacred 
writings  of  the  Southern  Buddhists,  the  Tripi- 
taka,  containing  thirty-nine  volumes,  hand- 
somely bound. 
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other  injuries  and  complaints  are  in  a large 
degree  due  to  this  cinder  path. 

The  Gossip  hopes  that  this  matter  will 
come  under  the  consideration  of  the  Athletic 
Committee. 


* * 
* 


SPEAKING  of  the  track  team  reminds 
The  Gossip  of  its  accompaniment — the 
track.  Almost  daily,  during  the  foot-ball  and 
lacrosse  seasons,  this  cinder  path  is  respon- 
sible for  most  painful  and  unsightly  injuries  to 
our  athletes.  Situated  as  it  is,  at  the  border 
of  our  athletic  field,  men  are  thrown  or  fall  up- 
on it  in  almost  every  game,  and  have  their 
arms  and  legs  cut  up  and  filled  with  cinders,  in 
such  a manner  as  to  frequently  disable  them. 

Now,  it  does  not  seem  right  to  The  Gossip, 
that  this  path,  which  is  occasionally  used  by  a 
track  team,  which  never  has,  and  probably 
never  will  prove  a sensational  success,  should 
remain  a constant  menace  to  the  men  trying 
for  the  foot-ball  and  lacrosse  teams.  These 
two  receive  more  support  and  attention  from 
the  College,  and  have  done  more  to  raise 
Lehigh’s  name  in  the  athletic  world,  than  it 
seems  likely  the  track  team  ever  will,  and 
their  interests  should  therefore  be  given  prece- 
dence over  those  of  the  latter. 

It  seems  to  be  the  opinion  of  the  majority 
of  the  college  men,  that  the  track  should  be 
sacrificed  to  the  furthering  of  the  interests  of 
our  principal  athletic  teams,  and  if  any  one, 
who  doubts  that  it  is  a disadvantage  to  them, 
will  observe  our  lacrosse  players  closely,  he 
will  find  that  their  cuts,  bruises,  strains,  and 


The  Gossip  went  to  the  organ  recital  the 
other  evening  in  the  Chapel,  and  considered  it 
a rare  treat.  Mr.  Wolle’s  programme  was  ar- 
ranged with  excellent  judgment,  so  that  the 
interest  of  the  audience  did  not  flag  for  a 
moment.  Of  the  five  composers  represented, 
Bach  was  perhaps  enjoyed  the  most.  His  aria 
in  A minor  and  chorales  were  the  favorites, 
while  his  characteristic  fugues  were  interesting 
in  their  well  executed  intricacies.  A “Death 
March”  by  Wagner  was  another  notable  part 
of  the  programme,  as  was  the  finale,  by  Thiele. 
In  the  latter,  the  abilities  of  the  performer 
showed  to  special  advantage.  The  pro- 
gramme, from  beginning  to  end,  was  rendered 
in  Mr.  Wolle’s  usual  superb  style. 

The  Gossip  is  an  admirer  of  good  music, 
and  thinks  it  is  a part  of  a man’s  education  to 
hear  as  much  as  he  can  of  it.  The  Gossip 
appreciates  the  pieces  which  Mr.  Wolle  some- 
times plays  as  postludes  at  the  weekday  Chapel 
services.  They  are,  indeed,  the  feature  which 
tends  to  make  chapel -going  attractive. 

* * 

* 

The  Gossip  was  taken  with  his  annual  at- 
tack of  spring  fever  the  other  day,  and  lost  so 
much  interest  in  everything,  that  he  almost 
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forgot  to  go  to  chapel.  He  was  alarmed  at 
this  wofully  inactive  state  of  his  senses,  and 
determined  to  make  a mighty  effort  to  shake 
off  the  ennui.  So  he  labored  up  the  hill  to  the 
gymnasium.  It  was  an  awful  exertion,  but  he 
finally  got  to  the  top,  and  looked  out  over  the 
Lehigh  Valley  toward  the  Blue  Mountains 
with  a sigh  of  relief,  and  a keen  appreciation  of 
how  General  Wolf  felt  after  climbing  the 
Heights  of  Quebec.  The  Gossip  hesitated  for 
a minute  or  so,  and  then  went  up  to  his  locker. 
He  had  not  been  there  long,  when  his  blood 
was  quickened  by  a fiendish  yell  from  the 
shower  bath,  followed  by  some  well  chosen 
expletives  which  the  Gossip  thought  must  be 
French.  (He  takes  “Dutch”  himself,  you 
know.)  Now  The  Gossip  has  fairly  strong 
nerves,  and  this  young  war-whoop  seemed  to 
brace  them  up  a bit.  His  “tired  feeling  ” fled 
for  a moment,  his  brain  became  morbidly 
acute,  and  he  jotted  down  in  his  note-book. 

As  treacherous  as  the  quicksands 
Victor  Hugo  paints  so  well, 

Is  the  shower  in  the  Lehigh  Gym- 
Turn  off  that  cold  ! Ouch  ! — Gee-whiz  ! 

After  The  Gossip  had  himself  been  sub- 
jected to  the  varying  moods  of  the  jet  for  a 
while,  he  felt  like  a new  man.  Indeed,  so  much 
was  he  changed,  that  he  could  not  understand, 
how  he  could  have  been  so  thoughtless  as  to 
cut  across  the  pretty  green  sward  half  an  hour 
before,  to  save  ten  yard’s  walk.  Then  The 
Gossip  began  to  philosophize  deeply  on  the 
versatility  of  human  nature  and  the  shower 
bath. 

* :k 

* 

A few  minutes  later,  The  Gossip  was  picking 
his  way  through  the  rocky  path  down  to  the 


— The  University  of  Michigan  was  the  first 
college  to  admit  Chinese  women  among  her 
students. 

— The  business  men  of  Ithaca  subscribed 
over  twelve  hundred  dollars  toward  the  Hen- 
ley Regatta  fund. — Cornell  hr  a. 


athletic  grounds.  Ahead  of  him  walked  a 
fellow  in  white  trousers  and  serge,  while  he 
noticed  a second  person  heading  in  a south- 
easterly direction  with  some  kind  of  a liquid 
receptacle  in  his  hand.  It's  strange  that  two 
passing  individuals,  having  no  thought  of 
each  other,  should  exert  a mesmeric  effect  on 
a third  person,  but  this  is  what  really  hap- 
pened; for  The  Gossip  distinctly  saw  on  the 
brown  wall  of  the  hydraulic  laboratory,  stand- 
ing out  in  white  letters: 

“ In  fall,  we  wear  a hunting  coat 
And  take  our  whiskey  straight ; 

In  winter,  fur  is  quite  the  thing, 

With  hot  rum-punch  as  mate  ; 

But  when  Old  Sol  doth  send  his  rays 
Hot  down  upon  our  head, 

We  do  away  with  all  these  things 
And  use  the  duck  instead.’’ 

When  the  Gossip  reached  the  athletic 
grounds,  and  saw  the  lacrosse  and  base-ball 
men  hard  at  work  practicing,  he  again  became 
tired,  and  sank  down  on  the  bleachers  into  a 
sort  of  drowsy  reverie.  “What  is  work,  after 
all?”  he  said  to  himself.  Something  seemed 
to  answer,  “ It’s  the  means  for  an  end.”  “Then,” 
thought  the  Gossip,  “ What  is  rest.”  Again 
answered  the  voice,  “The  true  object  of  all 
work.”  Suddenly  The  Gossip  was  rudely 
brought  to  his  senses  by  the  sharp  infringe- 
ment of  a lacrosse  ball  against  his  Stomach.  In 
his  sleepy  peevishness  he  mumbled  between 
gasps  for  breath. 

“ Rest  is  peace  and  peace  is  rest, 

But  how  can  the  dreamer’s  thought  be  blest  ? 
Ah,  there’s  the  rub!’’  The  stupid  lubber, 

He  should  have  said  “Ah.  there’s  the  rubber.” 


— Brown  is  considering  the  abolition  of 
commencement  orations  by  the  graduating 
class. 

— Of  the  twenty- three  men  who  received 
honors  at  Harvard  this  year,  eleven  are  prom- 
inent athletes. 
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RESOLUTIONS. 

AT  a meeting  of  The  Lehigh  Club  of  Pitts- 
- burg,  Pa.,  held  March  23,  1895,  the 
following  minute  was  unanimously  adopted: 
The  members  of  the  Lehigh  Club  of  Pittsburg,  Pa., 
learn  with  feelings  of  sincere  sorrow  of  the  death  of 
Dr.  Henry  Coppee.  Every  alumnus,  former  student 
and  present  undergraduate  knew  him  as  Professor, 
President  and  Honored  Friend.  His  connection  with 
The  Lehigh  University  since  its  inception  has  endeared 
his  name  and  memory  to  every  student. 

By  his  death  The  Lehigh  University  has  lost  a friend 
in  the  truest  sense  of  the  word ; one  whose  untiring 
efforts  were  ever  exerted  in  the  direction  of  doing  the 
most  good  for  the  institution,  with  which  he  was  so 
long  associated. 

It  is  with  profound  sorrow,  that  we  express  our  sin- 
cere sympathies  in  the  loss  thus  sustained ; sympathies 
which  are  respectfully  extended  to  his  family  in  their, 
bereavement,  and  to  his  unlimited  host  of  friends  and 
admirers  scattered  throughout  this  broad  land. 

Chas.  L.  Taylor,  '76. 

E.  H.  Beazell,  '90, 

W.  W.  Blunt,  ’92, 

Committee. 


RESOLUTIONS. 

T a special  meeting  of  the  undergradu- 
^ ates  of  the  Lehigh  University,  on  May 
15,  1895,  the  following  resolutions  were  unani- 
mously adopted: — 

WHEREAS,  the  undergraduates  of  Lehigh  Univer- 
sity, have  learned  with  profound  sorrow  and  regret  of 
the  death  of  the  Hon.  Eckley  B.  Coxe,  fo:  many  years 
a Trustee  of  the  University  and  its  firm  friend,  there- 
fore be  it 

Resolved,  That  we  the  students  of  Lehigh  Univer- 
sity, appreciate  the  loss  it  has  sustained,  and  tender  to 
his  family  our  sincere  condolence. 

Resolved,  That  a copy  of  these  resolutions  be  sent  to 
the  family  and  published  in  the  college  papers. 

Senior  Class : J.  L.  Poultney,  J.  B.  Slack,  C.  H. 
Vansant,  J.  H.  Philips. 

Junior  Class : H.  W.  Baldwin,  E.  E.  Taylor,  D.  W. 
Bleim. 

Sophomore  Class:  G.  C.  White,  A.  H.  Serrell. 

Freshman  Class:  F.  B.  Wood. 


LOST  LOVE. 

IN  my  heart,  a silent  chamber, 

No  one  dwells  there,  no  one  enters. 

From  the  walls,  the  busy  spiders  drop  and  spin  their 
webs  of  gauze, 

Watch  and  weave  in  vain  endeavor. 

Weak  and  dying,  fall  forever, 

While  the  gray  dust  sifts  and  settles,  all  along  the 
barren  floors. 

Once  it  was  the  scene  of  splendor, 

Light  and  gladness,  joy  and  glory, 

There  my  princess  dwelt  in  beauty,  never  seen  on 
earth  before ; 

And  the  candles  by  the  fire, 

Leaped  and  quivered  with  desire, 

Joy  that  she  should  look  upon  them,  longed  to  feel  her 
presence  more. 

By  the  ancient  carven  portal, 

Hangs  the  key  now,  rusted,  broken, 

And  across  the  bare,  garret  windows,  stretch  the  cur- 
tains, old  and  thin; 

Time  has  dimmed  them,  moths  have  eaten, 

Winter  storms  have  tossed  and  beaten. 

In  my  chamber,  silence,  darkness,  sunshine  never 
enters  in. 
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PROPOS  of  certain  parts  of  the  review 
of  the  last  Burr,  which  appeared  in 
“ The  Brown  and  White  ” of  May  2,  The  Table 
desires  to  mildly  contradict  the  statement  that 
it  is  — to  paraphrase  the  reviewer — “ worried  ” 
over  the  nudity  of  “Ali  Baba”  as  regards 
praise.  It  also  did  not  need  to  be  told  that 
“ don't  praise  everything  that  is  done  by  Le- 
high men”  is  a large  part  of  the  platform  of 
“ The  Brown  and  White.”  It  is  perfectly  aware 
that,  as  a rule,  the  opinion  of  more  than  one 
person  or  clique  is  necessary  to  make  the  final 
estimate  of  a performance  such  as  “Ali  Baba.” 
But  the  remarks,  which  seem  to  have  troubled 
some  one,  were  occasioned  by  the  observance 
of  an  undutiable  fact,  and  The  Table  is  willing 
to  leave  the  decision  as  to  their  justness  to  its 
readers. 

In  conclusion  it  considers  the  High  School 
rejoinder,  “if  you  think  ‘Ali  Baba’  was  not 
properly  written  up,  then  write  it  up  your- 
selves,” as  indicative  of  a certain  infantine 
spirit,  which  is  poorly  seen  in  a college  news- 
paper. 

* * 

* 

The  rejuvenation  of  the  various  college 
magazines  and  periodicals,  which  is  apparent 
annually  about  the  time  of  the  election  of  new 
boards,  The  Table  thinks  is  noticeable  now. 
The  old  editors  seem  to  take  a fresh  grip,  the 
newly  elected  officers  start  in  with  vim,  and 
the  new-comers  begin  work  in  earnest.  This 
“new-birth”  is  very  beneficial.  Almost  any 
organization  needs  it  once  in  awhile,  and  for 
such  an  one,  as  an  Editorial  Board  it  is  par- 
ticularly necessary. 

The  Yale  Lit  has  a very  excellent  story  en- 
titled “The  Other  Reason;”  it  is  well  con- 
ceived and  well  told.  The  first  sketch  in  The 
Portfolio  is  also  a good  piece  of  work. 

The  valedictory  of  the  retiring  board  in  the 
last  number  of  “ The  Nassau  Lit ” is  a most 


acceptable  departure  from  the  beaten  track. 
The  story  “ Ragsy”  is  too  lengthy. 

The  Sequoia  of  Stanford  University  is  always 
welcomed  to  The  Table.  Its  table  of  contents 
is  generally  large;  its  stories,  as  a rule,  are 
well  told,  and  the  sentiment  is  ever  delicate 
and  pleasing. 

The  first  clipping  is  from  the  Harvard 
Advocate , and  the  second  from  The  Brunonian. 

IN  LAUREL  TIME. 

In  laurel  time  we  often  strayed 
Together  on  the  twilight  hills, 

And  watched  the  lazy  sun  go  down, 

Heard  the  soft  murmur  of  the  rills 
That  laughed  beneath  our  feet. 

And  dreamed  sweet  dreams,  alas,  too  sweet ! 

In  laurel  time. 

But  tears  may  fall  while  flowers  bloom, 

And  sorrow  come  and  dreary  gloom, 

In  laurel  time. 

For  now  I walk  alone.  And  where 
The  laurel  grows  in  silver  drifts 
No  longer  do  I hear  her  voice; 

And  where  the  mellow  sunlight  sifts 
I twine  sad  wreaths  to  her, 

And  mourn  the  happy  days  that  were 
In  laurel  time. 

A SENIOR  REVERIE. 

My  four  years  at  college  are  vanished, 

My  session  will  shortly  adjourn, 

And  soon  from  these  walls  I am  banished 
A pilgrim  alone  to  return. 

But  tonight  of  what  am  I thinking 

While  I picture  the  years  as  they  pass? 

'Tis  not  of  the  chains  I’ve  been  linking 
That  bind  me  so  firm  to  my  class, 

'Tis  not  of  the  midnight  dinner, 

Nor  yet  of  the  Class  Day  spread — 

’Tis  not  of  the  night  when,  a winner, 

The  other  poor  fellows  were  bled. 

'Tis  not  of  the  teas  and  the  dances, 

Nor  yet  of  the  singing  of  glees  — 

’Tis  not  of  the  maiden’s  shy  glances, 

Nor  the  honor  of  our  degrees. 

’Tis  none  of  these  can  enrapture 
As  the  pictures  pass  in  the  weft; 

But  I wonder  what  Freshman  will  capture 
The  dear  little  widow  I’ve  left. 
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— A.  E.  Jessup,  '92,  is  manager  of  the  Her- 
endeen  Manufacturing  Company,  of  Boston, 
Mass. 

— C.  M.  Loeser,  ’91,  C.  O.  Wood,  ’62,  S.  C. 
Potts,  ’93,  visited  their  Alma  Mater  last  week. 

— W.  M.  Purman,  ex’94,  is  now  finishing 
his  course  at  Cornell.  He  played  on  the  Cor- 
nell Lacrosse  Team  here  last  Saturday. 

— W.  L.  Wilson,  ’88,  is  connected  with  the 
Inter-Continental  Railway  Commission, 
Washington,  D.  C. 

— M.  Stewart,  ’84,  is  Road  Foreman  of  En- 
gines, Philadelphia,  Wilmington  & Baltimore 
Railroad  Company,  with  headquarters  at  Wil- 
mington, Del. 

— G.  M.  Richardson,  ’86,  is  Associate  Pro- 
fessor in  Chemistry,  Leland  Stanford,  Jr., 
University,  Palo  Alto,  California. 

— Alban  Eavenson,  '91,  is  Chemist  for  J. 
Eavenson  & Sons,  Philadelphia. 

— M.  M.  Duncan,  ’80,  is  General  Manager 
of  the  Antrim  Iron  Company,  Mancelona, 
Mich. 

— A.  E.  P’orstall,  ’83,  is  General  Superin- 
tendent of  the  Newark  Gas  Light  Company, 
Newark,  N.  J. 

— T.  J.  Bray,  Jr.,  ’94,  has  become  a member 
of  the  firm  of  McGill  & Co.,  27th  & Smallman 
Streets,  Pittsburg,  and  holds  the  office  of 
secretary. 

— Luther  L.  Gadd,  ’94,  is  working  at  An- 
napolis, Md. 


— J.  DuBose  Ferguson,  ’94,  has  been  trans- 
ferred to  Phillipsburg,  Pa. 

— Myron  Davis,  cx-’g2,  is  with  the  Marr 
Construction  Company,  Public  Buildings, 
Philadelphia. 


May  2.  Base-ball : Phi  Gamma  Delta  vs.  Starvation 
Club;  score,  14  to  12,  favor  of  Phi  Gamma 
Delta.  Engineering  Society. 

May  3.  Election  of  ’97  Epitome  Board,  as  follows : 
Hannum,  Salzman,  Thorn,  Dunnells,  H.  L.  Bell, 
McKnight,  Heister,  Dunbar,  O’Donnell. 

May  4.  Base-ball : Lehigh  vs.  Lafayette  ; score,  9 to 
6,  in  favor  of  Lehigh. 

Fraternity  base-ball  : Sigma  Phi  vs.  Sigma  Nu; 
score,  1 2 to  6,  favor  of  Sigma  Phi.  Chi  Psi  vs. Theta 
Delta  Chi ; score  21  to  15,  favor  of  Chi  Psi. 
Lacrosse  : Crescents  vs.  Lehigh;  score,  4 to  2,  favor 
of  Crescents. 

May  5.  Washington  Club;  election  of  officers,  as  fol- 
lows: President,  S.  P.  Senior;  vice-president,  F. 
Bayard;  corresponding  secretary,  S.  J.  Gass; 
secretary  and  treasurer,  W.  H.  Mussey ; historian, 
R.  C.  Noerr 

May  7.  Chemical  Society. 

May  8.  Base-ball : Princeton  vs.  Lehigh  ; score,  12  to 
3,  favor  of  Princeton.  Lacrosse  ; New  York  U ni- 
versity  vs.  Lehigh  ; score,  3 to  2,  favor  N.  Y.  U. 
May  9.  Engineering  Society. 

May  1 1 . Lacrosse  : Lehigh  vs.  Cornell ; score,  8 to  3 
favor  of  Lehigh.  Fraternity  base-ball : Psi  L^psilon 
vs. Delta  Upsilon;  score  1 8 to  7,  favor  of  Psi  Upsilon. 
Delmonico  Club  vs.  Dynamite  Club  ; score,  6 to  5, 
favor  of  Dynamite  Club.  Sigma  Chi  vs.  Chi  Psi; 
score,  22  to  5, favor  of  Chi  Psi.  Base-ball : Lehigh  vs. 
Annapolis;  score,  1 5 to  13,  favor  of  Lehigh. 


WHAT  THE  WILD  WAVES  SAID. 

Do  you  hear  the  ocean  moaning, 

Ever  moaning  sad  and  low  ? 

’Tis  because  that  fat  old  bather 
Stepped  upon  its  undertow. 

— The  University  Herald. 

— A Camera  Club  has  been  organized  at 
Princeton. 
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— Tiie  Sophomores  won  in  the  class  games 
at  Harvard. 

— A silver  cup  has  been  offered  by  a Williams 
alumnus  to  the  class  winning  the  most  points 
at  the  spring  meet. 

SONG. 

Italian . 

Friends  ! let  the  brimming  bowl  go  round, 

On  with  the  merry  dance  and  song ; 

Let  the  piper  pipe  and  the  harp  resound, 

For  life’s  not  long. 

While  the  oil  yet  burns  in  the  silver  lamp 
Let  us  eat  and  drink  right  heartily; 

Soon  in  the  cold  earth  dark  and  damp 
We  shall  silent  lie. 

Who  knows  what  lies  beyond  death's  flood  ? 
Whether  there  be  another  shore  ? 

Or  whether  a tavern  on  its  bank 

Shall  welcome  us  ever  more  ? 

Friends!  let  the  brimming  bowl  go  round, 

On  with  the  merry  dance  and  song; 

Let  the  piper  pipe  and  the  harp  resound, 

For  life’s  not  long. 

— Brunonian. 

— “A  Defence  of  Foot  Ball”  appears  in  the 
Journal  of  Hygiene  for  1895,  by  B.  W.  Mit- 
chell, which  is  perhaps  one  of  the  best  discus- 
sions of  the  subject  that  has  yet  appeared.  He 
proposes  to  “down”  the  “foot  ball  spectre,” 
and  advances  some  very  striking  thoughts,  and 
some  hard  facts,  to  meet  the  prevailing  fad 
among  fine  writers  and  the  newspapers  for 
attacking  the  sport.  He  raises  his  voice,  and 
very  impressively,  against  “the  abolition  of  the 
training  and  the  exercise  which  benefits,  under 
proper  control,  the  physical  and  moral  well- 
being.” 


— Amherst  has  received  the  first  award  for 
the  excellence  of  her  exhibit  at  the  World’s 
Fair. 

A SOCIETY  MARTYR. 

Rustling  billows  of  silk  ’neath  the  foam  of  old  lace 
A half-languid  smile  upon  each  listless  face, — 

A dreaming  of  roses  and  rose-leaf  shades, 

A medley  of  modern  and  Grecian  maids. 

Such  clatter  and  clink 
One  scarcely  can  think 

Till  he  spys  a shy  nook  where  he  lonely  can  sink, — 
For  how  can  a bachelor  be  at  his  ease 
With  such  chatter  and  gossip  at  afternoon  teas  ? 

Fair  Phyllis'  gold  lashes  demurely  cast  down, 

Her  face  in  sweet  doubt  'twixt  a smile  and  a frown, — 
A venturesome  rosebud  o’ertopping  the  rest 
Now  lies  all  a-quiver  upon  her  white  breast. 

The  curves  of  her  neck, 

Man’s  vow  often  wreck, — 

She  has  the  whole  world  at  her  call  and  her  beck. 
So  how  can  a bachelor  be  at  his  ease 
With  such  variant  emotions  at  afternoon  teas? 

Behind  sheltering  palms,  safe  from  gossips’  sharp  gaze, 
Is  acted  in  mime  one  of  life’s  dearest  plays, — 

Sweet  Bessie's  brown  eyes  raised  beseechingly  up, 

Her  lips  just  released  from  the  kiss  of  her  cup, 

And  Fred,  I much  fear, 

From  small  sounds  that  I hear, 

Is  as  bold  as  the  rim  of  the  cup, — and  as  near. 
And  how  can  a bachelor  be  at  his  ease 
W ith  such  sights  and  such  sounds  at  our  afternoon  teas? 

Shrewd  maters  watch  Phyllis  and  Bessie  and  Fred, — 
Each  smile  and  each  look  and  each  toss  of  the  head, — 
And  wonder  and  ponder  and  figure  and  scheme, 

While  fortune  and  fashion  'gainst  love  tip  the  beam, 
For  Bessie’s  dark  locks 
And  Phyllis’  smart  frocks 
Are  but  snares  to  entrap  the  society  fox. 

Pray  how  can  a bachelor  be  at  his  ease 
With  such  artful  devices  at  afternoon  teas? 

— Brown  Magazine. 
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— Leland  Stanford  University  boys  are  mak- 
ing arrangements  to  spare  their  throats  in 
coming  games.  They  are  subscribing  $500 
for  a steam  horn — to  be  used  at  all  games. 

— Mr.  Joseph  Jefferson  has  accepted  an  in- 
vitation to  address  the  Yale  students  some  time 
during  the  spring.  The  date  has  not  been 
definitely  determined. 


RUDY’S  PILE  SUPPOSITORY 

is  guaranteed  to  cure  Piles  and  Constipation,  or  money 
refunded.  50  cents  per  box.  Send  two  stamps  for  circular 
and  Free  Sample  to  MARTIN  RUDY,  Registered  Phar- 
macist, Lancaster,  Pa.  No  postals  answered.  For  sale 
by  all  first-class  druggists  everywhere. 


SUN  INN, 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


-hJcTME  LEHIGH  SPOON 4k- 

Wt  have  just  completed  a New  Spoon  for  the  College. 

The  bowl  is  made  in  the  form  of  a foot-ball , the  handle  contains  a 
base-ball  and  bat , rope  for  tug-of-war , and  a penant  in  brown  enamel 
with  the  letters  L-e-h-i-g-h  brought  out  in  white . 

Your  Inspection  is  earnestly  requested . 

E.  KELLER  & SON,  Jewelers, 

711  Hamilton  St.,  Allentown,  Pa. 


Established  1818. 

BROOKS  BROTHERS, 

Broadway,  corner  22d  Street,  N.  Y.  City. 

CLOTHING  AND  FURNISHING  GOODS 

READY  MADE  AND  MADE  TO  MEASURE. 


SPECIALTIES  FOR  SPRING  AND  SUMMER , 1895. 


READY 

Knickerbocker  Suits  with  fancy  Scotch  Hose  and  High- 
land Gaiters.  Red  Coats,  Caps  and  Gloves  for 
Golfing. 

Riding  Jackets,  Breeches  and  Leggings.  Cotton 
Breeches  for  Summer  wear. 

Livery  and  Coachmen's  furnishings.  Breakfast  Jack- 
ets and  Dressing  Gowns. 

Fancy  Vestings  of  Cashmere,  Marseilles,  Linen  and 
Ducks,  single  and  double  breasted. 


MADE. 

Fancy  Suitings  of  Scotch  Mixtures  and  Homespuns. 

Vicunas  and  rough-faced  Cheviots  for  semi-dress. 
Evening  and  Tuxedo  Dress  Suits  in  the  proper  mate- 
rials. Also,  Eton  Suits. 

Light-weight  Inverness,  Cape  Coats  for  evening  dress. 

Covert  Coats  with  silk,  wool  or  serge  linings. 
Flannels  and  Serges,  white  and  fancy,  for  Tennis, 
Yachting,  etc. 


Heavy  white  and  brown  Linen  Duck  Trousers. 


In  speaking  of  our  general  stock  we  beg  to  remind  our  customers  that  every  article  of  clothing  sold  by  us  is  of 
our  own  manufacture — that  many  of  the  cloths  used  are  of  confined  patterns,  and  that  all  striking  designs  are 
limited  to  small  quantities. 

Our  Furnishing  Department  embraces  about  everything  in  that  line,  including  seasonable  novelties.  We  have 
also  a carefully  selected  stock  of  Luncheon  Baskets,  Holster  Cases,  Flasks,  Riding  Whips  and  Crops,  Dog  Canes, 
Golf  Clubs  and  Balls. 

Catalogue,  samples  and  rules  for  self-measurement  sent  on  application. 
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MONONOTTO  INN. 

FISHERS  ISLAND,  NEW  YORK 


MRS.  M.  B.  HOPPES,  PROP'R. 


E.  M.  SMITH,  Proprietor. 


BOARD  PER  WEEK,  $4.00. 
ROOMS  PER  HONTH,  $5.00  TO  $8.00. 


331  Brodhead  Avenue,  South  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


L 


I 


-»»  KIN  El«« 


R.  R.  WELCH'S, 


227  Broad  St.,  rear  P.O  , South  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Endorsed  by  most  fastidious. 

All  work  done  at  residences  when  ordered. 


vJ 


Wanted, 

Every  smoker  to  send  seven 
two-cent  stamps  to  help  pay 
postage,  packing,  etc.,  and 
we  will  mail  box  of  Non- 
Nicotine  Midget  Cigars. 
Only  one  box  to  one  ad- 
dress. 

Address 

LANDIS  & CO., 

Shippensburg,  Pa. 
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— The  University  of  Michigan  has  secured 
Ex-President  Harrison  to  deliver  a course  of 
lectures. 

— The  “ Cap  and  Gown,”  the  first  University 
of  Chicago  annual,  has  appeared. 

— The  members  of  the  Junior  Class  at  Yale 
have  decided  to  wear  caps  and  gowns  on  all 
the  Sundays  of  Senior  year. 


IMPORTER  AND  TAILOR, 

Headquarters  for  fine  line  of  Gents’  Furnishing  Goods. 

Fourth  Street  and  Brodhead  Avenue, 

POST  OFFICE  BUILDING, 

SOUTH  BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


E BE/PdflES  OF  THE  CE^ICH  C/1CCEY. 


A SOUVENIR  CONTAINING  51  VIEWS. 


25  Cents. 


A CO/A  PAN  ION  BOOK  TO 

Bethlehem  and  L.  U.  Souvenirs, 


AT  THE 

BOOK  AND  STATIONERY  STORE, 

134  South  Main  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Aug.  H.  Leibert. 


mmmm 

® The  Standard  for  All. 

| Columbia 
I:  Bicycles 

^ Highest  Quality  of  All. 


Have  you  feasted  your  eyes  upon 
the  beauty  and  grace  of  the  1S95 
Columbias  ? Have  you  tested  and 
compared  them  with  all  others  ? 
Only  by  such  testing  can  you  know 
how  fully  the  Columbia  justifies  its 
proud  title  of  the  ‘ ‘Standard  for  the 
World.”  Any  model  or  equipment 
your  taste  may  require,  $ 100 

POPE  MFG.  CO. 

HARTFORD,  Conn. 

Boston , New  York , 
Chicago , San  Francisco , 

Providence , Buffalo. 

An  Art  Catalogue  of  these 
famous  wheels  and  of  Hart- 
fords,  $80  $60,  free  at  Colum- 
bia agencies,  or  mailed  for 
two  2-cent  stamps. 


® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 

® 
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BOOKS  BOUGHT. 


If  you  want  a book,  no  matter  when  or  where  published, 
call  at  our  store.  We  have,  without  exception,  the  largest 
collection  of  Old  Books  in  America,  all  arranged  in  Depart- 
ments. Any  person  having  the  time  to  spare  is  perfectly 
welcome  to  call  and  examine  our  stock  of  two  or  three  hun- 
dred thousand  volumes,  without  feeling  under  the  slightest 
obligation  to  purchase. 


Leary’s  Old  Book  Store, 

No.  9 SOUTH  NINTH  STREET, 

(First  Store  below  Market  Street,)  PHILADELPHIA,  PENNA. 


\A/E  POSSESS  unequalled  facilities  for  the  pro- 
* * duction  of  special  designs  and  prize  work. 
This,  coupled  with  the  fact  that  we  are  authorized 
jewelers  for  the 

Phi  Kappa  Psi,  Phi  Gamma  Delta,  Chi  Phi, 
and  Delta  Phi  Fraternities, 

makes  a strong  appeal  for  this  class  of  work. 


ARE  THOROUGHLY  EQUIPPED  IN  ALL  OIRER 


DEPARTMENTS  10  FILL  YOUR  COMMANDS.- 


•MZ. 

WATCHES. 

DIAMONDS. 

JEWELRY. 

SILVER- 

WARE. 

OPTICAL 

GOODS. 


616-618  Chestnut  Street, 
61  1-613  Sansom  Street, 


PHILADELPHIA,  PA 
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